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SCENE, Brittl''s Houſe, Cc. 
Enter Lowemore and Cunningham, 


Cunningham. Re 
H' W is it, Lovemore * — Well — what ſubtle 


Buſineſs brings you hither now ? | 
Love. Tis Love, my Boy, I have an In- 
trigue here. 
Cun. You an Intrigue! With whom? | 
Lowe. With pretty Mrs, Brittle, the Glaſſman's 
Wife that's Landlord of this Houſe. 
Can. Give you good Fortune, Friend. 
Love. Damaris, her Chambermaid, I have already 
won, who gives me all the Encouragement I can 
wiſh for: She ſays the Huſband's jealous to Diſtrac- 
tion, and that his Wife loves Company and Courtſhip - 
moſt extremely. 
Cun. Very well, you have Grouad enough to 
work on. Br 
Lowe. I have a Letter ready, which I muſt get 
convey'd to Damaris, ſhe'll give it to her Miſtreſs, 
and me an Anſwer inſtantly : Shall I employ 
Jeffery ? 


A 2 Can. 
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Cun. Yes, here he is, he'll do't dexterouſly ; fare- 
well, Friend, FL follow my new-made Viſcount, 
while he is entertaining the old Lady, | may have an 
Occaſion offeredme of talking with my Mittreſfs. [Ex. 


J Sis ! 
. 7 Thou can ſt convey this Letter very pri- 

tei) 

To one you are in Love with—ls't not ſo? 

Lowe. You are in the Right. | 

Teff. Is ſhe Wife, Widow or Maid, Sir? 
Lee. The Truth is, Teffery, tis a Citizen's fair 

Wife, the prettieſt little Rogue—— 

eff... Do you think this Lite will laſt for ever, Sir? 

— — -— amiſs to you ? Shall no Condition 
pe you 

Lowe. Good wiſe Jeffery, ſpare your Counſel, and 
deliver my Letter for me Take it. 
not truſt me, Sir, I ſay, do not truſt me, 


I — Sande ſqueamiſh Stomach, and 1 ſhall 


ſpoil this bawdy Buſineſs: Therefore do not truſt me. 

Love. What ails the Fellow? 

If I have a Mind to marry, but I have no Mind 
to be a Cuckold, Sir. ' 

Lowe. Why, thou a Cuckold, Fool? 

lf I carry this Letter, Sir, and you make a 
Beaſt of this honeſt Citizen, then | am partly the 
Occaſion on't ; and ought not I in Conſcience to ex- 
yur the ſame Return when I am marry'd, Sir? If 

by Accident ſhould fee a young briſk Gal ant with 
my Wiſe, I ſhould preſently conclude that he has 
done the ſame for me; therefore, I ſay again, do not 
truſt me. ; 

Lowe. Well, Jeffery, the Truth is, I have no ſuch 
Defign: 1 wou'd not believe thy Maiter when he 
told me how ſcrupulous thou wert, and feign'd this 
Story for a Trial only: Farewell, honeſt Jeffery. 

[Exit Jeffery. 

] had been in a very fine Condition bad I truſted this 
Raſcal with my Miſtreſs's Name; as ſure as Fate, 
the Rogue would have betray'd me. But what's = 
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be done now ? which N ſhall 1 * this Letter 
convey'd to Damaris ? Eh! is not that Chadpole my 
Tenant? Egad a lucky Thought ; he's a fimple, ho- 
neſt Fellow, and will be glad to ſerve me. 

Enter Cladpele. 
He ſhall do it. Hal Clodpole, how doſt thou? 

Cled. ny well and thank your Worſhip. 

Lowe. Well, Clodpole, and what brings thee to 
Town ? 

Cled. Why, you muſt know, Sir, I came only to 
ſee a Sweetheart of mine, one Damari:, that lives 
there at that Houſe, whom I have had a kindneſs for 
ſome Time; but ſhe's plaguy croſs and ill-natur'd 


to me. 

Lowe. And does ſhe live there, at that Houſe ? 

. Cledpole, 1 

Lowe. hen, » muſt to do 
me a ſmall Kindneſs. * 

Cl:d. That I will, Meaſter—what is it? 

Lowe. Only to deliver this Letter to Damaris your 
Miſtreſs — ſhe knows what to do with it. 

Cad. Troth will I, and that directly. 

Lowe. But be ſute to keep this ſecret, and don't 


let any one know you have brought any Letter or 
— from me. 
Cl, 


O Meaſter, never fear Cledpole. Icod I'm 
no Fool—they muſt be deviliſh cunning that gets any 
thing out me— ! can tell un that. 

Love. Well, go then—and if you perform this dif- 
creerly, I ſhall * a Couple of Guineas with my 
Servant for you. 

Chd. Thank you kindly, Meafter : I warrant you. 
Icod this is a good Morning's Work. 


[Exit into the Heuſe. 
Love. Well, Succeſs to you. Gad fo, here's 
the Huſband. 
Enter Brittle. 


Your Servant, Mr. Brittle. 
Brit. Your Friend and Bornaby. 
Love. Is the Lady Laycock in her Chambe: ? 
Brit. Yes, Sir. 
A 3 | Lede. 
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Love. | am going to wait upon her—Farewell. 
Exit. 
Brit. Theſe Gallants fleck to this old rich K 
and make more Noiſe about her, than a Kennel of 


Hounds about a Carcaſs of Carrion: My Houſe is 


grown as common as the Exchange or the Play houſet 
where all Sorts of Company meet to laugh and talk 


wantonly ; it makes me mad, ſtark mad to think 


ont: I muſt marry a Gentlewoman, with a Murrian 
to me; and fill my Houſe with her proud, vain Kin- 
dred, that inſect my Wite with their Jooſe, laſcivious 
Principles. Well, Barnaby Brittle, you have no- 
body to thank but yourſelt for this: You mult marry 


above your Quality, and now you ſee the Effect on t. 


Enter Mrs. Britthe. 
How now, Wiſe, whither away 1 faſt ? 1 
Wife. I am going to Ranelagh Gardens wi 
Coates Philetofbies * 


lagh Gardens ! 


Brit. To Rane 


Wife. Yes, and thence to ſee a Play, where we 


mall have ſuch 
Nit. How ! Sport! Wife. 


Wife. Tis the pleaſanteſt Thing in the whole | 


World to have a of wild Gallants fluttering 
about two or three Ladies; and then they talk to 
'em moſt wantonly, and fo loud that they put the 


very Players out of Countenance.—'Tis a bettet Ea- 


tertainment than any Part of the Play can be. 

Brit. Pray fiay a little: Why, now, is this a 
Dreſs for Barnaby Britti Wife ? 

Wife. No ; but 'tis a Dreſs for a Gentlewoman, 
for Sir Peter Pride's Daughter, Sir : You'd have me 
wear a plain bombazeen Gown, with my Set hood, 


my Pendants, and my Ear-knots hanging over em 


or at beſt a pitiful Doyley-perticoat : 1 know better 

Things, I thank you, Sir.-Gocd-by, I'm afraid my 

Couſin ſtays for me. Going. 
Brit. Hold, Wife, if you pleaſe, you ſhall not go. 


Wife. Indeed, Huſband, if you pleaſe, I will go. 


Brit. Troly, my pretty-fac'd Wite, I ſhall m 


you tarry. ] 
Wiſe. Truly, my ſweet-fac'd Huſband, ) ou can- 


not, nor you ſhall not. Brit. 
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Brit. Indeed, 1 ſhall. 
Wife. Indeed, you ſhall not. 

Brit. With your Permiſſion, 1 ſhall make you 
keep me Company this Afternoon. a 
Wife. This Afternoon ! 

Brit. Yes, this Afternoon. 

Wife. 1 aſk your Pardon for that, ſweet Huſband. 

Brit. And I aſk you's, dear Wife. | 

Wife. It cannot be. 
Brit. It ſhall be. 
Wife. No. 

Brit. | 1. 

Wife. 1 tell you, no. 
Ax I tell you, yes. 
IVife. You ſhall not force me to't. | 

Brit. But I hall, if you provoke me. 

Dy Wife. Well, ſet your Heart at Reſt; I will go, 
and ftay me if you can or dare. | 

Brit. Haſt thou the Impudence to fay this to my 

Face | Do not provoke me, do not. 

Wife. Where's the Danger, pray ? 

— Do not force me to uſe you worſe than 1 in- 

tend 

Wife. The _ you aus do . done al- 
ready; marry'd me againſt my Will, and do 

thin EA ny 
Brit. Hold that damnable Tongue of your's, or 
I ſhall do you a Miſchief ; the Devil tewpts me to it 


ſtrangely. 
ife. Do your worſt, I defy you: Iams Gen- 
tlewoman on both Sides ; by the Father deſcended 
from the honourable __ of the Prider, by the 
Mother from the worſhipful Family of the Laycocks ; 
and ſhall I ſuffer an under Citizen, a pitiful Glaſſman, 
to make a Slave of me? 
Brit. Peace, Peace, I ſay. 
Wife. Tis true, be's in the Road of Preferment 
o. now, he has been Scavenger, and, in Time, may 
o. come to be Churchwarden, and rob the Poor ; or to 
ce the higheſt Point of Honour, to be a Common- 
council-man, and march in Triumph on a Lord- 
mayor's 
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mayor's Day, or ſail in a new-trimm'd Dung boat to 
Wefſtminfler, almoſt as ridiculous and foppiſh as riding 
the Frnnges. 

Brit. Come, do not abuſe the City, do not. 


Wife. I might have marry'd a Merchant, and have 


had my glaſs Coach and my little Chariot, my Wo- 


men and my Footboys in Liveries ; have as. 


much Plate, as good Jewels, and as rich Clothes, as 
the bet Lady about the Court; and did I loſe all 
this, and marry a ſneaking Glaſſman that will not 
allow me Chrittian Liberty ? My Comfort is, I have 
Parents that will not ſee me wrong'd ; they are now 
with my Couſin Laycock. — I'll to my Lady Mother, 
the ſhall know how I'm us'd by you. [ Exit. 
Brit. What ſhall I do? — I ſhall be damnably 
tormented with this Father and Mother of her's.—- 
The Miſchief is, when I do complain, they believe 
all ſhe ſays (tho ne'er ſo falſe) and face me down 
that I am in the Wrong flill : Then the Mother is fo 
roud of her None Honour (as all new-made 
Ladies are) and for ſo much Reſpect forſooth, 
tiat 'ris intolerable. Well, Gentlefolks, of Birth 
and 5 forſooth, may be fine People for aught 
I know : But I wiſh it bad been high Treaſon for 
them to marry any-body but one another: I am ſure 
I have my Belly full of them; I have a Wife that 
turns up her Noſe at her honeſt Neighbours when 
they civily call her by my Name; that thinks all my 
Wealth too little to purchaſe the honourable Title of 
het Huſband ; a Title that with all my Heart Iwo d 
ve double the Sum to get rid of.— My own Houſe 
13 2 Hell to me; | never come home but the Devil, in 
te Shape of ſome Vexation or other, is got bither 
b:fore me.— Why, look, there he is now. 
Enter Clodpole. 
1 What the Devil has that Fellow been doing 
* Cld. How that Man eyes me! | 
Brit. 1 am ſure he does not know me. 
Chd. Is he not a Spy, ſet to watch me? He faw 
me come forth from the Glaſſman's Houſe, and 
may diſcover me. _ | 
it. 
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1 I'll ſpake to him. — A good Day to you, 
rieng. 3 


Cled. The like to you, Sir. 
Brit. You do not dwell in this Houſe, Friend; do 


you? 


Cled. No, Sir, no; I only come to prepare an 
Entertainment for to-morrow. © 

Brit. For to-motrow! Tell me who makes it, 
will you ? e 
Chd. Mum! 

Brit. Who? 

Cad. Peace. | | 
Brit. What do'ſt thou mean? Thou cam'ſt out 
of that Houſe. © 

Cld. You muſt not tell it tho” 

Brie. Why? © 
Chd. Good Lord! becauſe. 

Brit. Of what ? . 
Cled. Softly——1 am afrgid we ſhall be overheard. 

Brit. No, never fear it, Man. 

Chad. The Buſineſs 5 came for was to deliver a 
Letter to the Miftreſs of that Houſe, in the Behalf 
of a fine young Gentleman: But no- body mult know 
of this - you underfland me? 

Brit. Yes, yes. 

Cled. For lock you, I was charg d not to be ſeen 


when | came forth, thereſore do not diſcover me. 


"Brie. | wartant you. 
Cad. I can be very ſecret when I am commanded, 


Brie. Yes, F find you can. 

Clad. Her Huſband, ſay, is the jealouſeſt 
Coxcomb in the whole City; fc ill- natur d a Fellow 
that he deſerves not to have Love made to his Wife. 
If this hou'd come to his Knowledge, Sir, he'd play 
the Devil you underſtand me 

Brit. Yes, yes, very well. 

Chd. He muſt know nothing of all this. 

Brit. No, no. 

Chd. They'll cozen him, and do it privateljy —— 
you underſtand me ? 


Brit. 
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Brit. 1, I, no-body better : But what's the Gen- 
tleman's Name, Friend ? 228 

Clod. I can never remember theſe hard Names 
I think he is call'd Mr. Love———1, I, Mr. Lovemore. 
»» He has a brave Eſtate in our Country, Sir. 

Brit. O, I know him very well ; he lodges at — 

Chd. The Draper's over the Way. 1 

Brit. The very ſame. 

Cled. I afſure you he is the honeſteſt Gentleman 1 
ever was acquainted with ; he gave me this Piece of 
Gold only to carry the Letter to this Gentlewoman. 
Truly, Sir, we meet with few ſuch Jobbs as theſe in 
the Country. 

Brit. Well, have delivered it to the Lady? | 

Clad. Yes, yes, and there's one Damaris, a notable 
Girl, 1 warrant her ; ſhe knew my Buſineſs before l 
ſipake to her: She carry'd me to her Miſtrefs inſtantly. 

Brit. Ah! damn'd Wich! 

| Chad. Iu troth that Damaris is a'very pretty Wench : 
The Match between us is half made, for 1 am will 
ing; there wants but ber Conſent. 

Brit. You'll ſoon have that, to be ſure.—What 


Anſwer made the Gentlewoman to the young Gal- - 


lant's Letter ? 

Chd. She bid me tell him——Stay, can I remem- 
ber it? that ſhe was very much oblig'd to him for his 
Kindneſs to her, and defired him to appoint ſome 
Place where they might ſafely meet, and be very 
careful that her Huſband did not diſcover 'em. 

Brit. O vile Woman ! [Aldi. 

Cled. For muſt know, the Cuckold her Huſ- 


band is very ſuſpicious of her ou underſtand me? 


Brit. Extremely well. | 

Chd. In good Faith 'twill be very pleaſant ; for he 
muſt know none of their private ings: You 
underſtand me ? F 

Brit. I, I, to a Tittle. 


Cled. Then he will be fitted for his Jealouſy : — 


Will it not be very pleaſant ? 
Erit. Yes, certainly. Ch 
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Clad. Fare wel — mum ! — not a Word of this: 
Be ſnre you keep this ſecret from the Huſband — 
you underſtand me? 

Brit. Never doubt me. | 

Chd. For my Part, Vil make as if I knew nothing 
of it: I can be cunning when I have a Mind to it: 
They ſhall get nothing out of me, I warrant 'em :— 
You undertiand me ? Farewell. [Exit. 

Brit. Good-by.—Well, Barnaby Brittle, now you 
find how your Wife uſes you! this tis to marry a 
Genile woman: She may play a thouſand im 
dent Tricks, and her Gentility forſooth ſhall bear 
out in't: Had ſhe been a good honeſt 'T'radeſman's 
Daughter, I might have taken the Liberties of the 
City, and have drubb'd her from Wapping to - 
miaſſer.— A wicked Jade ! to promiſe a Meeting to a 
wild young Fellow, that will make no more of 
O Due! not endure it; I'll complain to her Pa- 
rents inſtantly : Now they ſhall ſee I have Reaſon for 


my Jealouſy—and here they come moſt opportunely 


for't. 

| Enter Sir Peter Pride and oy 

Sir Pet. You ſeem diſorder d, Son ! Pray what's 
the Matter now ? 

Brit. I am mad, ſtark mad ! 
. Good Lord, Son, where were you bred, 
that you uſe us with no more ReſpeR ? Is that Hat 
of yours nail'd on ? 
rit. Faith, Mother in-law, I have other Things 
to trouble my Head withal. 

Lady. Is it not poſſible, Son, to teach you how to 


| behave yourſelf to Perſons of our Quality? 


Brit. Pray, Mother-in-law, forbear your Inſtructions 
now. 

Lady. Again! will never leave that ill-bred 
Trick of un me Mother · in-law ? Is it not as 
caſy for you to ſay. Madam ? 

rit. Sliſe, if you call me Son-in-law, I know no 
Reaſon why I may not call you Mother-in-law. 
Lady. Yes, there are many Reaſons; if you do 


not know em, Vl inſtru Son: Tho' I am 
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Mother-in-law, yet 'tis not fit for you to uſe that 
Word to a Perſon of my Quality; there's a great 
Difference 'tween you and me ; Pray know yourſelf, 
and keep your Diſtance too. 

Sir Pet. Enough, Love, ſay no more on't. | 

. Good Lord, Sir Peter, you are the ſtrangeſt 
Man in the whole World, you make every one ſo 
familiar with you, they never give you that ReſpeR 
that's due to yen. 

Sir Pet. For beat your InftruQtions ; I have ſhew'd 
by ſeveral Actions of my Life that I am not one that 
will loſe any thing that belongs to me ; therefore, 
1 proceed — y. 


— Sir Pete 
Sir Pet. Softly, Son-in-law ; know tis ill- 


to call Parſons of my Birth and Education by their 


Names: To thoſe above us we ſhould fay, to the 
Ladies, Madam, to the Men, Sir, ſhort. 

Brit. Why then, Sir, ſhort (if you'll have it fo) 
my Wife makes me 

Sir Pet. Nay, but Son, know you muſt not fay 
your Wife, when ou ſpeak of our Daughter, Son. 

Brit. Lord! will you make me ſtill madder ? Is 
not my Wife, my Wife ? 

Sir Pet. Ves, Son-in-law, ſhe is Wife; but 
tis not fit you ſhou'd call her ſo: You cou'd do no 
more if were mar ied to your Equal. 

Brit. Poh ! what a Rout and a Fuſs is here? the 
Devil take all Ceremonies; for the Love of Goodneſs 


lay your Gentility aſide, and give me Leave to ſpeak | 
w * | 


Lady. Are you diſpleas d with what you have gain d 


atI haveamind to: —— I tell you I am ill 
fy'd with my Marriage. 


Sir Pet. Your Reaſon, Son-in-law ? 


ſo much by ? 

Brit. Gain'd! Madam (fiance it muſt be Madam) 
What have I gain'd ? 'twas well for you, you met 
with ſuch a Fool, elſe your Gentility had been in the 
Mire: I am ſure m Money has ſtop'd many a Gap: 
That's all ] gain'd by it, Madam. 


Sir 


tell me the Bu- 
Brit. Well, Gnce 1 muſt, I'll tell you methodically | 
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Sir Pet. D then to de 
ally d to the honourable Family of the Pride: ? 

Lady. And to the — Family of the Lay- 
cocks ? whence I, Son, had the Honour to be deriv'd ; 
a noble Family that will make al your ches Gen- 


Brit. Yes, yes, I believe my Children may be 


Gentlemen, for they're like on Bhs ey 
Getting: But I be a Cuckold, Madam, uoleſs 
Order be taken ſpeedily. 


Sir Pet. Pray, Son, ex ang? i rap : We will not 
maintain her in ill Actions: We'll be the firſt ſhall do 
„ TS way. dwg! the wo banks 

ell, tis was 
up with 44 inable. | 
Brit. There's a young Gentleman makes Love to 


ber, and ſhe receives his Courtſhip : This Gallant, 


Pretence of viſiting my Lady Layeeeh, your 
infwoman, who lodges in my Houle, watches for 
. — ny [cy A 15 ber 
y this good Day, rat n | 
berg Are own Hand: than ſhe ſhou'd ſtain the 
r 
2 Fer. A. And Tn run my Sword thro' her and her 
Gallant, if ſhe forſeits her Reputation. 
Brit. I have told you what's paſt, and defire you 
to take it into your Conſideration, Sir. 
Sir Per. Tis well known I have Courage, Son: I'll 


call this Gallant to account for this. But are vu 
ſure all this is true? 


Brit. Ay, ay, too ſure on't. 
Sir Pet. Have a Care, Son; for theſe are * 


Points, and ought not to be dally'd with. 


Brit. All I have told you is a certain Truth. 

Sir Pet. Go you, Love, and talk with your Daugh- 
ter, while my Son-in-law and I ſeek out this amorous 
Gallant. — [Exit Lady ＋ — Follow me, Son, and 

y Vil manage this Affair. 


Enter Lowemore 
Brit. Here he comes, Sir, to ſave you the Trouble 
of ſeeking him. 5 
Sic 
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Sir Pet. Do know me, Sir ? 

Lowe. No, Sir, not that I well remember. 

Sir Pet. I am call'd Sir Peter Pride, Sir. 

Love. I am glad to hear it, Sir. 

Sir Pet. I am known at Court, I had the-Honour 
in my Youth to behave myſelf gallantly in the late 
civil Wars ; 1 was in every Battle that was fought in 


the Kingdom, from Eagebill to Naſeby. 

Love. voy 290d, Sir. 

Sir Pet. My Father, Sir John Pride, had the Ho- 
nour to command in Perſon at the famous Battle of 
Lutzen, where the great Gu/lavus fell: My Grand- 
father, Sir Alexander Pride, was ſo conſiderable in 
his Time that be had Permiſſion granted him by the 
Parliament to ſell his Land and follow Cape. Drake 
to the Weſt-indies. | 
Love. Sir, I believe all this. 

Sir Pet. Now, know, Sir, I am inform'd that you 
make Love to a young Gentlewoman for whom I am 
cor.cern'd, becauſe is my Daughter, Sir; and 
this Man you ſee here has the Honour to be marry'd 
to her: I am glad I have found you, to know of 
you the Bottom of this Buſineſs. 

Lowe. Pray, Sir, who told you this? 

Sir Pet. One that knows it to be true, Sir. 

Lowe. Whoe'er reported this of me was a Raſcal: 
Tell me his Name — I'll cat the Villain's Tongue 


out. 
Brit. OLud! what will become of me now ! 
Lowe. This, Sir, you ſay, is the Gentlewoman's 
Huſband ? 
Sir Pet. Yes, Sir, 'twas he made this Complaint 


to me. 
Love. You! Sir; did you? — Tis well you have 


the Honour to be related to Sir Peter Pride, elle I * 


ſhou'd teach you what it were to raiſe ſuch Reports 
of me. | 
Eater Lady Pride, Wife and Damaris. 
Lady P. Well, Jealouſy's a very troubleſome 
Thing : 1 bring wy Daughter to clear herſel? in the 
Face of the whole World. 3 
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Love. Was it you, Madam, that told your Huſ- 


Wife. 1! Sir—pray how 


never ſpoke to me before, that I remember. 
Lady P. Look you there ! I knew ſhe was abus d. 
Wife. But fince F am ſuſpected, I will not be ſuſ- 
„Sir, for nothing; if you do love me, Sir, 
purſue it, ſhall find me willing to entertain you : 
And pray let me adviſe you, Sir, to teach your Ser- 
vant more Diſcretion when you employ him next ; 
and when you write, be ſure to ſend it when my 
Huſband's abſent : And when yow have a Mind to 
court me, Sir, you need but come, and on my 


vt 


Ward I will :eceive your: Viſit as l 


ſhou'd I tell him ſo? you | 


ought. 
Lee. Pray be not fo haſly, Madam, you need 
not give me theſe Inſtructions, nor ſcandal ze your- 
ſelf thus to no Purpoſe : Pray, Madam, who ſays 


am in Love with you ? 


Wife. The Company you ſee here: I know no- 


thing but what they tell me, Sir. 


Love. They, Macam, may ſay their Pleaſures ; 


but you beit know'if once I made Love to you. 


* If you had, you ſhou'd have been welcome, 


Love. Alas! Madam, you need not be afraid of 
me ; tis not my Nature to debauch young Ladies: 
I have more Reſpe& for you, and more Reverence 
for your brave Father and your honourable Mother, 


to have the leaſt Thought of abuſing you. 
Lady P. Now, Son, do you hear this? 


Sir Per. Are you yet fſatisfy'd? What ſay you 


now ? | 
Brit. I ſay it is all damn'd Cunniog: And fince 
muſt ſpeak, tis not Half an Hour fince the receiv'd 


a Letter from him. 
Wife. Did I receive a Letter from him? 
Lowe, Or did I fend her one? 

_ Wife. Damaris, is this true ? 

Dam. O! Sir, 1 a falſer Thing. 
2 


Brit. 
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Brit. Hold your Peace, Cartion, 1 know your 
* too well: You were to have iatroduc'd this 
ant. 


Dam. Who, I? 


Brit. Yes, H ys you. 
Dam. How foll of Malice is this wicked World ! 
to ſuſpect me for ſuch a Thing, me who am Inno- 
it. ol your on » a . 
Dam. Shall I 8 Madam? 
| Brit. Peace, or I ſhall cudgel your Hide for you. 
Vo are not a Gentleman's Daughter — 1 may de 
what I will with you. f 
Wife. This is ſuch an Abuſe, I have not Power 
to anſwer him: Well, tis a horrible Thing that a 
Hoſband ſhou'd have ſo little Grace to accoſe bs 
own Wife, becauſe ſhe does nothing to him, but 
| What ſhe cught. Alas! If I am to be blam'd for 
any Thing, tis for loving bim too well. 
1 — ﬀ * 
Wife. 7. amaris, 4%. my ate 
I wiſh 'twere in my Nature to — a Gallant, 5 
were not then to be lamented ſo much: But to be 


thus wrongfully accus'd, who can endure it ? I will 
not tarry to be abus'd thus. [ Exit. 

Lady P. Go, jealous Coxcomb, go: Thou don 
nod g | 


to have ſuch an honeſt 
Wife. 


Dam. No, Madam, he deſerves to be made what 
be fears to be: Truly, Sir, 1 think you ought to 
make Love to my Miſtreſs, if twere for nothin 
to puniſh bim: If I were in your Place, I am furel 
wes and fince Is 1 accus'd — do it, Sir ; 1 
promiſe you, you ſhall have my Aſſiſtance. | 
Sir Pet. Truly, Son, you deſerve all this they a 
threaten you with ; Your ridiculous Behaviour ſets 
all the World againſt you. | 
Lady P. Go, Clown, and learn to uſe a Gentle - 
woman better. Let's heir no more of ſuch Com- 


plaints, 8 


oman to thy F* 


= SS wa 


— 


id 8 . 


* 


Sir: You are a Man of 


. 

do 
er 
11 
8 
ut 
or 


THE WANTON WIFE, 17 


plaints, I'd wiſh you. Fil follow her, my Dear, and 


comfort her. k [Crit 
Sir Pet. Do, my Lady. 

Brit. Why, this is the Devil, to be in the Wrong 
when a Man's in the Right; but can I get no-body 
to believe me! 

Love. You ſee how n been aceus d. 

onour : I demand Satisfac- 
tion of you for this Aﬀront I have receiv'd. 

Sir Per. Tis but juſt, and you ſhall have it, Sir. 
Come, Son, give the Gentleman SatisfaQion. 

Brit. Satisfaction, Sir, for what? 

Sir Pet. For accuſing him thus falſely. 
Brit. I don't believe I have accus'd him falſely. 
Sir Pet. That's all one, he denies it, and tis 
enough if a Gentleman unſays what he has ſaid. 

Brit. Very well! if I find him ia Bed with my 
Wife, and be denies it, I muſt aſk him Forgiveneſs: 
Do you mean o ? 

Sir Pet. No more Delays, but do as I command 


7% Um! What will you have me do? 
Sir Pet. Truſt me, you ſhall not do too much 
Firſt take off your Hat, for he's a Gentleman and 
you are none. 
Brit. Sdeath! will you diftrat me, Sir? 
* Pet. Do it, I ſay — that's well—Say after me, 
Brit. Sir. 
Sir Pet. I aſk your Pardon. 
Brit. I aſk your Pardon. 
Sir Pet. For the ill Thoughts I had of you. 
Brit. For the ill Thoughts | had of you. 
Sir Pet. I had not then the Honour to be known 


to oe 
Brie. 1 had not then the Honour to be known to 


9585 Pet. But now, Sir, I beleech you to believe 
Brit. But now, Sir, I beſeech you to believe 
Sir Pet. That I am for ever, Sir, your bumble 
Servant. 
B 3 Brit. 
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Brit. How your humble Servant to him who 
wou'd make me a Cuckold, Sir ? 

Sir Pet. How's this ! 

Love. "Tis enough, Sir—l am ſatisfy'd. 


Sir Per. No, Sir, he ſhall fay it in Form that 


] am for ever 1 humble Set van. 
Brit. That I am for ever your humble 8 


Love. I am yours with all my Heart, Sir; and a 


will forget what's paſt; I have troubled you too 
much.—Yoar Servant, Sir. 
Sir Pet, Sir, your humble Servant.—Now I hope 


you 1 
ſee him wiong' d. [ 
Love. This Miſtreſs of mine is the ieſt R 


more ſurpriſing than her Beauty : To fool ber Fa- 
ther, Mother and Huſband ; to declare her Love to 
me before their Faces, and give me Inſtructions how 
to behave myſelf in my Amour, is a Pleaſure above 
Expreſſion. Exit. 


SCENE, a Chamber in BarTTLE's Houſe. 
Enter Clodpole and Damaris. 


Dam. I gueſt at firſt this Buſineſs came from you. 
Cled. In good Faith, Damaris, I only ſpoke two 


or three Words to a Man that ſaw me come out of 


our Houſe, to defire him not to ſpeak of it, and he 
tray'd me. — Your Neighbours are horribly given 


to 8 : : 

am. Mr. Lovemore made an excellent Choice 
when he pickt you out for an Ambaſſador ; he's like 
to make a ſucceſsful 'Treaty on't. 


Care. 

Dam. Indeed, tis Time. 

Cod. Prithee no more of that. Hear me a little. 

Dam. What ſhou'd I hear ? 

Cd. Tarn thy Face tow ar Js me. 1 
| m 


ſee my Son is match'd in a Family that will not 
Exit. 


that ever I was acquainted with: And yet her Wit i: 


Cled. Hereafter I'll be cunninger, and take more 


- 
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Dam. Well, Sir, what now ? 

Cled. Damaris, Miſtreſs Damari ! 

Dam. What ail't thou ? 

Chd. Can't thou not gueſs what I wou'd fay to 
thee ? 

Dam No, by my Troth, not I. 

Chd. Why t a 1 love thee, Damaris. 


Chd. Yes, indeed, do l. or the Devil take me 
I hope you'll believe me when I ſwear ? 
Dam. In good Time. I | 
Cid. | never look upon thee but my Heart jolts 
in my Stomach, like a Cart in an uneven Way.—— 
You underſtand me. 
Dam. An excellent Simile ! 
Chd. What do'ſt thou do to make thyſelf look fo 
prettily ? 
Dam. No more than others do. 
Cd. We won't make much ado about this Buſi- 
neſs ; but it thou wilt mary me— [Goes to kiſs her, 
Dam. Stand oft, or I ſhall box yuu. 
Cled. Cruel, ſavage, barbarcus, inhuman Creature! 
Dam. de gone, and tell him III deliver bis Letter 
cateſul ly. 
Cid. Farewell Flint, Pebble, Rock, Marble, or 
any 1 king that's haider. * 
Dam. Here ſhe comes with her Huſband—1 muſt 
hide myielf till he is gone [Exir. 
" Enter Brittle and Wife. 
Brit. No, no, Madam, I am not fo eaſily de- 


ceiv'd ; | am fure the C: mplaint I made was very 


true: I have better Eyes than you imagine, and can 
ſee throvgh all your Diſguiſes, Miſtrefs. 
| Enter Lowemore behind. 

Lowe. Yonder ſhe is, how prettily ſhe looks 
'Sdeath ! there's her Huſband. 

Brit. | find bow little Reſpect you have for the 
facred Knot that ties us.—Nay, leave your imperti- 
nent Courteſying ; that's not the Reſpect I am talk - 
ing of; therefore do not make Sport with it. 

Lovemore makes Lowe to her, by Signs, behind ber 
Huſband's Back, <xhich foe returns, Wife. 
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Wife. Pray, what do I make Sport with ? | 
Brit. I ſee it well — — — knew 
ſtand r Gentility. a ink me much 
* — 5 0 — of this F The 
Ref) I meant was not to my Perſon but to the 
facred Tie of Matri Ah ! you need not ſhrug 
up your Shoulders — "Tis no flight Thing as you 
. T — Shoulders! 

Wife. up my | 

2. I- ſaw you well enough : I tell you again, 
Marriage is a ſacred Tag, and ought to be more 
eſteem d with you than it is: "Tis a burning Shame 
you ſhou d abuſe it ſo ; — do not toſs you nor 
make Mouths at me, do not. | 

Wife. I know not what you mean. 

Brit. You mock me, becauſe ] was not born a 
Gentleman ; but we have no Whores in our Family; 
the Brittles were always counted honeſt. 

Love. If he ſhou'd catch me here I hou'd ſpoil all. 
I find by the Signs ſhe makes ſhe'd have me gone. — 
"Tis the prettieſt, wittieſt Rogue, in „ 

A, 

Wife. Prithee, Dear, be not fo jealous of me. 

Brit. Pray, mend your Manners then. 

i. You ſhall, Love, allow me a little Freedom, 
indeed you ſhall : What Harm is it now and then to 
take the Air in Hyde-parkt, in my Lady Layecoct's 
Coach ; to go with 'em to a Play or a Ball? — Alas! 
I mean no Harm. | 


Love. She waves her Hand to have me gone; it I 


ſtay longer now I ſhall offend her. (£6. 
Exit, making a Neiſe in ſbutting the Door. 
Brit. Ha! what Nie was that ? 
8 You are afraid of your own Shadow, are 


e Here you ſuffer a wild young Fellow to come 
r you. 
* Is it my Fault? What wou'd you have me 


Brit. 1 wou'd have you do as an honeſt Woman 
ſhou'd do, that means to pleaſe nobody * 1 | 
vu 7 
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Huſband : I am fure no Gallant follows any Woman 
long without Encouragement: There's a certain 
Wantonneſs in the Face, with languiſhing Eyes and 
dying Looks, which draws 'em as a Honeypot draws 

aſps. But modeſt Women ſend em away quickly. 

Wife. Why ſhou'd I ſend any Gentleman away ? 

IT think it no Scandal, nor am I offended with any 

Man that thinks me handſome ; no, on the con- 
_ I am pleas'd with it. | 

rit. And what Part plays the poor Huſband, 


when the Wife loves Courtſhip ? 


Wife. The Part of an honeſt Man, that's glad to 
ſee his Wife ſo conſiderable, to gain the Eſteem of 


ſuch fine, ſuch well-bred Gentlemen. 


Brit. Your Servant, Madam, that won't do my 
Buſineſs : The Brittles never yet were accuſtom'sd to 
that Mode. 

93 the 2 r — ** 

i pleaſe : For art, I declare 
licly, 1 Deſign _ to renounce the World, 
to be bury'd alive with a Huſband : Do you think 
becauſe we are marry'd, we muſt inſtantly break off 
all Commerce with the Living, and be dead to all 
the Pleaſures of the World ? No, no, the Tyranny 
of Huſbands is intolerable : 'To think we ſhovid die 
to all others and only live to them? I do fo! No; I 
am reſolv'd I will not die fo young. | 

Brit. Do you remember the Promiſes you made 
me in the Church ? 

Wife. | made none willingly ; you forc'd them 
from me. You aſk my Content it 1 wou'd marry 
you ? No; you only aſk'd my Father's and Mother's ; 
and you'd do well only to complain to them of the 
Wrong which may be done you; and fince | never 
told you I wou'd marry you, and you did it withour 
conſulting me, I do not think myſelf oblig'd to be 
your Slave, ſtill ſubject to yout Il: No, I am 
reſolv'd to live pleaſantly whilſt my Youth laſts, and 
take all Liberty my Age requires : I'll ſee the World, 
have the Pleaſure to be courted as well as others are. 

Prepare 
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Prepare yourſelf henceforth to ſuffer it, and thank 
Heaven if I do no worſe. | 

Brit. Very fine! I am your Huſband, and tell 
you I do not underſtand ſuch vile, lewd Doings. 

Hife. And I am your Wife, and tell you I do 
underſtand em, and mean to praQtiſe em. 

Brit. She is ſo wickedly provoking that if I ſtay 
any longer, I ſhall certainly do it. Come, come 
your Ways to bed: Follow me ditectly. [ Exit. 

Enter Damaris. 

Dam. Ah! Madam, I was impatient till he way 
pane, that I might deliver this Letter to you — You 

now from whom it comes. 

Wife. Give it me, Damaris. 

Dam. I find he underſtood your Meaning, Madam. 

Wife. Ah! Damaris, how rarely this Gallant ex- 

himſelf in this Letter: Well, theſe Courtiers, 

their Diſcourſe, their Wricings, and their Miens, 

bave a ſtrange agreeab'e Air : What pitifu} Creatures 
theſe Citizens are to 'em. 

Dam. I believe the Brittles have not pleas'd you 


muck ſince your Acquaintaace with theſe Geaile- 


men. 
Wife. bere, Fll write an Anſwer, and return 
* [Exis, 
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SCENE, the Street. 


Clodpele. 

IR. Mrs. Damaris bid me tell you, if you can 
get away the Company, her Miſtreſs will come 

hither to you inſtantly—Is not the Night very un- 

kind, Sir, to be ſo dark? 
Leve. Quite contrary; it hinders me, Clodpole, 
from being ſeen. 

, That's tight: But how comes it to be fo 

dar 

Lowe. Thou art very inquiſitive. 

Cled. If I had been a Scholar I fhould have thought 
Things that never had been thought on, bir, 
ore. 

Love. I believe ſo, for thou talk'ſt now like a 

Philoſopher. Is Damaris vety kind to thee ? 

Cod. | am, Sir, 

Love. Huſh! I hear em coming, Cladpole. 

Enter ie and Damari.. 

N . Damaris? 

Dom. Madam. 

Wife. Leave the Door half open. 

Dam. | have fo, Madam. 

Love. Where are y u, my fair Miſtreſs. 

Wife. Here, Mr. Lowemore. 

Love. Let me kiſs this pretty Hand of yours, 
fe. Now we are ſafe ; my Hutband is aſleep, Cr. 

Lzwe. Let us retire into the next Porch, Madam; 
here we ſhall have more Convenience. 

Wife. 
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Wife. Lead me, Sir.— Come, Damaris. 
[Exeunt Wife, Lovemore and Damariz, 
Chd. Damaris Where art thou, Damaris? 
Eater Britele. 


my Clothes on as faſt as I could, and follow d 
— can the ge be? 

Chad. Why Damaris, I iay——O! art thou there? 
Thy Miſtreſs ſays her Huſband's very ſafe ; he ſnores 
like any Devil: He little thinks his Wife and Mr. 
Lovemore are together now: I'd give a Crown to hear 


worth laughing at: For my Part, I think my Maſter 
does him too much Honour, and he's an impudent 
Fellow to think to keep her only to himiel : Why 
do'ſt thou not ſpeak to me, Damaris: ? Let's follow 
'em; and give me thy pretty little Fiſt that I may 
kiſs it: _—— nn 
Sugar - plum ittle gives him 4 Slap en the Face. 
— O tye, what do'ſt thou mean by tar? I do not 
take this for a Favour. 
Brit. Who's there ? 
Cd. Nobody, Sir, nobody. [Exit. 
Brit. He's gone, but bas informed me who my 
treacherous Wife is with: Once more I'll ſend for her 
Parents ; I hope I ſhall convince em now, and get 
their Conſents to be divorc'd from her.—Ho, Jeremy 
— Jeremy —— 
= LA.] Did you call, Sir? 
rit. Ves; come down quickly, Sirrah. 
Jer. Here | am, Sic; 1 don't know who cou'd 
come quicker. 
Brit. O! are you there? 
Fer. Yes, Sir [ Half aſleep. ] 
Brit. Hiſt, Sirrah, ſoftly. — Look you, go to my 
Father and Mother-in-law, and tell em, I deſire 
they d come hither, inſtantly— d'ye hear, Jeremy? 
Jeremy Jeremy] [While Brittle jpeaks, Jeremy 
. fands haif aſlecp and nodding. 
Jer. Sir [ Snoring.] 


Brit. Why, where are you, Sirrah 


Ter. 


Brit. T heard my Wife ſteal ſoftly down Stairs, and 


what the Cuckold dreams of ; certainly, *twou'd be 


a 


* 
* 
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er. Here, Sir. —{Groping.] 
2. O, that's well; 1 ay, go immediately to 
my Father and Mother-in-law, and give em my 
humble Service, and tel] em that ſomething bas hap- 
n'd—(d'ye bear) — and deſire em to come hither 
intantly [A Brittle is ſpeaking, he takes hold of 
young s Cap, who falls down, and leaves bis Cap in 
ittle's Hand] Ha ! Why don't you anſwer, Sirrah ? 
[Strikes under the Cap at bis Ear.) Jeremy Why. 
what, is the Devil run away with him? Jeremy? 
| Fer. Here, Sir. [Os the Ground. ] 

Brit. Here, you Raſcal! If I come to you, Vil— 
[offering to go, tumbles over him.) Oh, damn'd Rege! 
he has murder'd me. Sirrah, come hicher, oi Fil 
beat you to death. 

er Ay. but won't you best me, if I do? 
rie. Come hicher, I tell you. 

Jer. Um but you'll beat me. 

Brit. O this provoking Dog ! I tell you I won't 
beat you, Booby. ö 

Jer. Ah! but won't you, indeed? _ 

Brit. | won't, indeed — O ſenſeleſs Cur — Come 


© pearer — go to my Father and Mother-in-law, and 


— 'em to come hither inſtanily ; tell em it is a 
uſineſs of the greateſt Importance to me in the 
Worid : If you End them unwilling, defire 'em to 
come this once and III aer troudle *em more — 
d'ye hear ? $1.8 Fin 

Jer. Yes, Sir, I am gone. . [Exit. 


Enter Lowemore, Wife, Cledjole and Damaris. 


Brit. Who comes here? Ol 'tis my hopeful Wife 

| and her Gallant. Vil make Uſe of the Darkneſs of 
the Night, and hear what tis they ſay. 

Wife. I muſt begone; my Huſband may wake and 

4 miſs me. | | 

Lee. Will you leave mew ſoon ? 


Wife. 
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Wife. We have bad Diſcourſe enough ſor the fir 


Time. 

Lowe. I have not told you Half I had to ſay. 

. Wife. Farewel ; another Time you ſhall tell me. 

Love. When I conſider you leave me to go to your 
"Huſband, it diftrafts me; the Privilege a Huſband 
has is Death to any Lover, Madam. 

Wife. Are you ſo weak to be diſturbed at that! 
Do you think all Women love their Huſbands, Sir? 
We often depend on Parents, who miad nothing but 
Wealth; they force us to obey em, and marry whom 
they pleaſe, not whom we love; but commonly de 
are even with 'em, for-we uſe 'em as they deſerve, 

Brit. Ah, poor -Huſbands! what ſlippery Devils 
do we take into our Boſoms i 

Lowe. He is not worthy to be your Huſband. 
Madam! "Twas Cruelty to marry you to ſo mean a 
* ; Heaven never meant you for a Citizen's 

ifc. 

Brit. If Heaven had made her thine, thou would'ſt 
have had thy Belly full: I have heard enough 
I'll in. N [ Exit. 

Dam. If you have any more to ſay of your He- 
band, Madam, diſpatch, for 'tis late. 

Le. Now thou art cruel, Damaris. 

Wife. | muſt begone: Farewel, Sir. 

Leue. Since you will have it lo, I muſt obey ; but 
I beſeech you, Madam, couſider what Termeats | 
endure, that I muſt leave you. 

Clad. Where art thou, Damari; ? 
Dam. 1 am here ; farewel. 

Love. I'll now go to my Viſcount at the Tavern: 
Follow me, Cladpole. [Exeunt. 

Wife. Are they gone, Damaris? 

Dam. Yes, Madam. 

Wife, Let us go in again, and m ke no Noiſe, 

Dam. O Heavens! what ſhall we do? the Door's 
Jock d, Madam. 3 
Wife, Lock d call Jeremy to open i:— call ſoctly. 


Dem. 
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_- eremy— 
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Brit. Jeremy Veremy-—ah ha! have I caoght you, 
my fine 144 wie 12 glad to ſee you abroad at 
this Time of the Night, ſweet Madam. 

Wife. What Hurt is it to take the freſh Air of the 
Evening ? 3 

Brit. Alas! none in the World; tis the propereſt 
Time you could have choſen for't — to take the 
Air! — No, 'twas rather to take a Heat, you Witch 

: TI know your whole Plot, Gentlewoman: I 
heard how ſweetly you and your impudent Gallant 
ſung out my Praiſe—bot tis my Comfort now I ſhall 
be reveng'd; I ſhall now convince your Father 
and Mother that: my Complaints were juſt : Now 
they mall ſee what a giſorderly Life you lead, they'll 
'be here preſent] . © 4 
Wife. What Aan we do now, Damari: ? | 

Brit. A ha! what, is your Prompter to Wicked- 
nefs ſtruck dumb ? This was an Accident you did 
not look for: I triumph, Madam, now; now I 
ſhall bring down your Pride, and deſtroy all your 
little Artifices : Hitherto you manag'd your Roguery 
ſs cunningly, nothing that I cou'd ſay wou'd be be- 
liev'd bat now (Thanks to my Stars) all your Plots 
will be laid open, to your laſting Shame. , 

Wife. Pray, Huſband, let the Door be open'd for ' 


me. 
|} -- Brit. No, no; you ſhall een tay there till your 


Parents come ; they ſhall ſee what Hours you keep ; 
in the mean Time think of ſame Trick — can't yeu 
think of ſome Trick now to deliver you from this 
damnable Adventure? Make em be. ieve (if you 
can) that I wrong you ſtill ; that this noQturnal Pil- 
grimage was but a Sally to a Neighbour's Labour 
or fo. 

Wife. No, indeed, Huſband, I'll diſguiſe nothing 
from you; I'll not A myſelf, or deny any thing. 

2 


rit. 


Alain of me again. 
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Brit. Ah "tis becauſe you bave no Hope to W 


vent any thing that will be now believ'd. 

Wife. | confeſs I'm to blame; you have Cauſe to 
be angry with me ; but 1 beſeech you do not expoſy 
me to my Parents' Fury. 

Brit. I kiſs your Hand, fair Madam. 

Wife. Dear Huſband, I beſeech you. 


Brit. Ah! now you are caught, I am your dear | 


Huſband, am I ? You never us'd ſuch kind Words 
to me before. 


Ilife. Truoſt me, I'll never give you Cauſe to com- 
Brit. You'd as good ſay nothing — that's all one: 
Farewel. 


Wiſe. Pray (lay, hear we but one Word before 
you go. 


Brit. Well—and pray what have you to ſay now > 


Wife. I confeſs I have been to blame, that all your 
Complaints were juſt, I watch'd till you were 
to meet that Gentleman you ſpeak of: But ſure yo 
may pardon little Failings in one ſo young as I am, 
that have ſcarce ſeen any thing of the World; that 
may fall into a Frailty, and yet think no Harm. 

Brie. In 
of my Charity, indeed, ſhould I believe you. 

Wife. I do not ſay I am 1 guiltleſs, I 
only pray you to forget a Fault 1 ily repent of, 
— aſk your Pardon for. If you grant me this, 
you'll gain more u me than all my Parents“ 
Anger, or the Bonds of Marriage can ever have 
P.wer to do; in a Word, it ſhall make me renounce 
all Company and Countſhip, nay, you mall find me 
the obedient Wife in the whole World I 
proteſt, Dear, 'tis you, and only you I love. 

_ Brit. Ah! wheedling Crocodile. 
Wiſe. Will you not believe me, then ? 
Brit. No. 

Wife. Let me intreat you. 


Brit. 


Time Twou'd be a notable Proof 
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Brit. No. 

Wife. As you love Heaven. 

Brit. No! Tl have the World ſee what you are. 

Wife. If you make me deſperate, know a Woman 
in that Condition is capable of doing any thi 

Brit. Ha, ha, ha! what will your ſweet 2 


| you may repent of; I'll kill 
myſelf with this Knife, if you deny me. | 
( Holding ber Fax like a Dagger. 

Brit. Very 


Wife. "Twill not be ſo good as you ima nei- 
ther: When I am dead no one will doubt but that 
P rn 
my Death go unreveng d; wi ue you win 
all i „ Las 0 Flas il er 'em, 
conſider 
_ heardhearted Huſ- 

Brit. O! Servant; killing one's Self has 
E W  _ 

ife. A ic, if you in 
Refuſal, and don't open the Door immediately. - 

Brit. Adad, I'll truſt you : I ſhall not be frighted 
* the Law, my Gboſt ſhall 
dinar vob fork. F | 

Brit. Ah! if I were but rid of your Perſon now, 


I mond not much fear your Ghoſt hereafter. 


Wife: I am juſt _ Wh : 
Brite. It may be ſo; but yet, methinks, you area 
plagoy while about it. | 
am. Hold, Madam—you cannot be in Earneft. 
Brit, No, no, I warrant her. 
Wife. Stand of, I'll kill thee elſe — there — 
Dam. Ab, ſhe. has don't—ſhe has don | 
_ Wife. So — now you find too late, I did not jeſt; 
you can witneſs, Damaris, Who was my Murderer ; 
| C 3 commend 


it ; I am not the firſt Wife that has kill'd - 
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commend me to my Parents; tell em my laſt Re. i 


queſt is, that _ will ſee my Death reveng'd upon 
my cruel Huſband. 
Dam. She's gone ! ſhe's 


ther and Mother inftantly ; my Witneſs will be 


enou 
Death ; and I may with a ſafe 
'twas you that did it, 

Brit. All's very ſtill: Is it 


gone ! O jealous Mon- 
ſter ! to murder ſo ſweet a Creature ! I'll to her Fa- 


h to hang you; you were the Cauſe of her 
Conſcience ſwear 


poſſible ſhe can be ſo 


malicious to kill herſelf only to have me hang'd ?— 


I'u light a Candle and come down immediately. 
| | ( Comes down, 
Wife, Come hither, and fiand vp cloſe by me. 
Eater Briith with a Light. 
( 4: he enters they flip in and put the Door.) 
Brit. Can a Woman's Wickedneſs extend fo far 
to murder herſelf and damn her Soul, only to 


reveng'd on me ? Ah! here's nobody: I might 
believ'd this at firſt, when the cunning 


N 


: 


: 


n 
neither Prayers nor Threats wou'd work upon 
the ran away : Better and better ſtill ; this will 


vince her Parents with a Vengeance, and 
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Wife. Away, you drunken Sot ; get you to the 


1 


Tavern from whence you came: Is this an Hour to 


| 


a..oco at 4a as 
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Wife. Go, go, baſe Man ; I am weary on't; I'll 
endore it no longer; I'll complain to my Father and 
Mother on't. | 

Brit. 1 to ſay all this to 
my very Face | | 


Eater e een e N 
* 2 


How many Nights do I fit up for him ! ; 
Brit. Was there ever ſuch a Devil ! 
you he's 


us believe that he was in the Huuſe and we abroad: 


This Folly he's ſo y — with, you can 

eh. Tis the beet Irapadence in the 

| . "Tis in the whole 

World to call us out of our Beds at this Time of 

the Night. 
Brit. I muſt confeſs I never ſaw ſo much Impu- 


dence before. 


2 What is your Meaning, Son, to uſe os 

us 

_ Wife. Ol my dear Father, I'm weary of my Life, 

and can no longer endure ſuch a wicked Huſband ; 

my Patience is tir'd ; he has ſaid a thouſand injurious 
Sir Per. 
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Sir Pet. Troth, Son, you're a v en 
Fellow : Do not auger me 2my eee — Do wh 


e Traty, Sir, tis a Shame to ſee a 
Gentlewoman us'd thus: All the Neighbours take 
Notice on't, nay, it calls to Heaven for Vengeance 
on him. 
Brit. Can I endure all this! Pray, Sir, hear me 
but ſpeak wo Words. 
Wife. Pray hear him, Sir. 


Dam. He has drank ſo much, nobody can endure 


him: Methinks I ſmell him hither. 


Brit. I ſhall run mad —Father-in-law, I conjure 


you. 


Sir Pet. Stand farther of — You ſmell of Wine 


moſt intolerably. 

Brit. Madam, I ſhall entreat you—- 

Lady. Out upon him; his Breath's inſectious; tis 
enough to make one ſick. 

Brit. Let me but tell you . 

Sir Pet. Keep farther , I fay; I can't endure 


9 Pray, Madam, give me Leave 
Lady. Away, away: Jour Breath, Son, turns my 


Brit. Well then, if you'll hear me, I'll ſtand far- 
ther off —I ſwear to you I have not been out of my 
Houſe to-night, nor three Minutes out of my Bed: 

Twas ſhe that was abroad. 

Wife. New, Madam, did 1 not tell you he'd ſap 
this be fore? 

Dam. You ſee what Likelihood there is of this! 

Brit. I call all the Stars to witneſs I was in my 
Houſe—and that— 


I be thunder- truck immediately, if I 
ik May 1b thn 


Sir Pet. 


2 Hold your Tongue — your Folly's inſep- | 
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Sir Pet. Come, trouble us no more, but aſk her 
Pardon. 

5 7 aſk her Pardon * 8 1 

. Yes, you; and ently you were beſt— 

Brit. What ſhe offends, and I n.uſt aſk— 

Sir Per. Do not expoſtulate with me, Jeſt you re- 
pent if. 
ofa ＋ ! Bornaby Brittle, what haſt thou brought 

to | 

Lady. Daughter, come down. 

Sir Pet. Make Haſte, that your Huſband may 
aſk your Pardon before we ge. 
Lach. I'll pull down your ſtubborn Heart —I'l 

teach you what it is to abuſe a Gentlewoman ſo. 
| Enter Wife and Damari:. 
cone. Clown, and aſk your Wife Forgiveneſs» 
uickly. 

Wife. Shall I forgive him, Madam ? No ; tis 
impoſſible! I defire to be divorc'd from him. 

Sir Per. Daughter, ſuch rations are ſcandal- 
ous : Tho' he's ſo fooliſh to deſire it, „* ought 
to be wiſer, Child: Hare Patience, and try him 
once agair. 

E ſo many Afﬀronts, can I endure bim 
ger 

Sir Pet. Lou muſt: I command you do it. 

Wife. That flops my Mouth: Your Power is ab- 
folute —— Come, Dear, give me your Hand ; we 
will be Friends: I aſk your Pardon for ſo long 
impoſing on your Patience; but I have ſeen my 
_ and will henceforward make it my Study to 
plea le. 

Brit. Wel!—I may as well be quiet, and take her 
at her Word: This Change in her Behaviour may 
ſet all to rights — She can't be worſe, that's one 
Comfort. 
Patience, long Time, has been the Huſband's Cure ; 
For what we cannot mend, we muſt endure. — 
Wives at the beſt, they ſay, are but an Evil, 

But WanTox Wives are (ure the very Devil. 
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